To Arthur Hughes                                   Dresden

April 23

I can't tell you how I felt about Matthew Arnold's
death. Your letter was the first word I heard of it, and
it shocked and startled me terribly. Just as you say, he
was nearer to us, nearer to our hearts and true lives, than
any other writer, and I know no one to whom I owe so
much,

One is accustomed to s$y one is shocked when friends
and relations die, but how formal it all is generally,
even with people we have seen a great deal of! A few
months or even weeks and we can't tell ourselves, what-
ever we may feel forced to tell other people, that we feel
anything like a real gap. Hasn't the terribly serious truth
of that, // n'y a pas d'homme nccessaire, which dear
Matthew Arnold jested so delightfully about in his en-
counter with the portly jeweller, come dreadfully home to
you lately as we get a little older ? People have died whose
deaths one never thought of, and things go on much the
same, other things besides the " old crush at the corner of
Fenchurch Street", One can't help humbling one's self-
satisfaction sometimes by reflecting how very little dif-
ference one's death to-morrow would make to any single
human being. But with Matthew Arnold it is all so
differept I had never thought of him as old: he had
always a manner of perpetual youth in all he wrote, and
I had always hoped some day to see him through you
perhaps or someone, or even to hear him give some lecture,
and one never gave up the hope that witS more leisure he
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